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Summary: What do you do when you've been framed? How do you escape 
from a relentless ZPD Officer sent to capture you? Do you save the 
city that's hated you all your life? Or do you leave it to a well 
deserved fate? Welcome to the life of Nicholas Wilde; a predator in a 
prey world. 


1 . Prologue 

* *Disclaimer- Zootopia belongs to Disney, and thus not to me. I make 
no money off this story, and I do not claim the characters as my own 
in this story. Please don't sue me.** 

**Please note: The following story takes place in an alternate 
universe from the current Zootopia plot.** 

**Warning: **_**This story is intended for a teen and above audience. 
Some mature topics may be discussed in the future. Read at your own 
risk and reward. **_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Zootopia . The city where anyone can become anything. <p> 

I'm sure you've heard that before. TV Shows, pamphlets, magazines, 
travel guides, billboards. Half of our town's industry owes its very 
existence to that quote. Hell, I wouldn't be surprised if it ends up 
on our money soon enough. 

But, it's all a _lie_. 

One big, well-funded scam. It's truly amazing what good marketing can 
do . 


That's a shocked expression I see on your face. I know, I know. I've 
seen that expression more times than I can count, and I can count 



pretty damn high. You're thinking; "The well dressed, quick speaking 
real estate agent was lying to me? What is this fox talking 
about ? " 

I've lived here all my life. I know every road, every back alley, and 
every business in this city. It's a lie, trust me. Wella€| 
kinda . 

First off, let's get something out of the way. Don't get me wrong; 
everything you want in a big city, you can find here. That I promise 
you. But like all fun things in life, there's always a catch. 

Decent public transport? Sure; the ZTA is usually on time, and you'll 
get used to the smell soon enough. 

Insane rent? Yup, got that too. 

Luxury shopping? Honey, this is Zootopia. _Everything _is luxury 
shopping. A $4 cup of coffee is cheap. 

Nightlife? You got Vos Heights, 6th street, and The Savannah. All the 
same 'exclusive' places for you to get drunk on $20 drinks, fall down 
some stairs, and wake up hugging your toilet. 

Want to make something out of yourself? Every major company you can 
imagine, from Bitecoin to Lemming Brothers has an office here. With 
enough hard work, you'll make something out of yourself. It may take 
years, but you have a chance. 

Now, you're probably scratching your head right now, eyes crossed in 
confusion. You're thinking; "Why Mr. Fox, all of those sound pretty 
good. How can all of that be a lie? Aren't you contradicting 
yourself? " 

It's a lie for one certain type of mammal. Like I said, everything 
has a catch. You'll learn that fast here. 

If you're in the 90% of the population, and identify as a member of 
the prey family, I have good news! Everything I just listed applies 
to you! Congrats! You can enjoy everything that Zootopia has to 
offer. You can stop reading now. 

See, there's that look of confusion again. Oh, you're not a member of 
the prey family? You happen to be a member of the 10%, also known as 
a... _predator_? 

Oh, honey. 

From the bottom of my cynical heart, I'm sorry. Truly. But, you need 
to listen to exactly what I'm about to say. Especially if you're a 
chomper. A chomper is what we call people like you and me. A proud 
member of a carnivorous predator species. 

If you're a predator, stay the hell away from Zootopia. 

I'm not laughing. I'm being deadly serious in fact. If you happen to 
be a predator, or have a similar pair of nasty fangs like I do, stay 
the hell away from Zootopia. Hell, don't even come within 250 miles 
of the city. 



Want to know why? Of course you do. 


You see, living in Zootopia if you happen to be a predator isn't 
really _living_. Every species is supposed to have equal rights, but 
that's not the case for predators. Remember that list I told you a 
bit back? That was from a prey point of view. Let's take a look 
though a predator point of view. 

Public Transport? You'll love being pushed around by everyone, being 
forced to give up your seat, or straight up being ignored by taxis. 
And if you show even a tiny amount of resistance, you'll end up being 
arrested by the cities fine ZPD . 

Rent? Hahaha. You'll be lucky if you can _find _a place to pay rent 
to. Those nice apartments filled with smiling prey animals you saw on 
all those online websites? Yeah, they don't let predators live in 
those. The last thing they want is you eating one of their tenants. 
No, you'll be living in one of the fine predator only wards. Sure, 
you'll have water _most _of the time, and the power stays on _most 
_days . And the crime is to die for! 

Luxury shopping? If you even go near those stores, you'll be thrown 
out faster than you could have ever imagined. And that's if you're 
allowed to go into those neighborhoods at all. Most ZPD cops will 
find you 'lost', and quickly return you to your proper ward. And by 
proper, I mean the closest. 

Nightlife? Don't make me laugh. Like you'll have time for that. 

And lastly, the main reason you thought about moving here. Making a 
name out of yourself. Becoming the rich son/daughter your parents 
always wanted you to be! 

Yeaha€ | That's not happening. Like, at all. Twenty years ago? Sure, 
you had a chance. But now? You'll just end up trying to scrape by 
like the rest of us. The closest you'll ever end up to working at a 
Fortune 500 company is being the easily replaceable janitor. 

And lastly, the piece de resistance. You see this? This practically 
indestructible plastic collar locked around my neck? 

This is called a Tame Collar, or a shocker by most. By law, any 
predator entering Zootopia is forced to wear one of these chains of 
hell. It's supposed to deliver a shock to any predator who's 
displaying 'savage' tendencies. 

To be blunt; it's supposed to stop you from eating someone. 

What the really means is anytime your heart rate goes over a normal 
beat, the shocker will deliver a nice little charge of electricity 
right into your neck. 

You're favorite sports team just won? Zap. You just kissed the love 
of your life? Double zap. Anything exciting or stressful happen in 
your life? Zap! 

And that my friend, are some of the many _shocking _offers Zootopia 
has for predators. I know, those energetic promises are practically 
shaking you with excitement! You'll get used to the electricity puns. 
But not the actual shocks. No, those feel like the same punch every 



single time. 


But it's all in the same of safety; that mocking six character 
word . 

Oh? Who am I? My name is Nicholas Wilde and welcome to Zootopia; 
where _anyone _can become _anything_. 

Yeah, what a crock of shit. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Thanks to TheStarsShadowl5 for the editing help! 
<strong> 


2 . Welcome to the Jungle 

_* *Disclaimer- I claim none of these characters as my own, and I make 
no money off this story. Please do not sue me . * *_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em><strong>Welcome to the Jungle<strong>_ 

Running for your life isn't something you want to do often. I mean, 
it's one hell of a cardio workout, but your life ending in some back 
alley in Happytown shouldn't be a life goal of anyone. But that's 
where I found myself on the night of July 31st. 

Running for my life. 

If any of the residents of the slum were still awake, the bullets 
flying around me would be nothing more than background noise to their 
veteran hearing. Now, let me make something perfectly clear as I hid 
behind a dumpster, it was not my intention to be running for my life. 
This isn't something I enjoy doing. 

Thankfully, being a fox does have its rare advantages. The night 
vision, hearing, and general sneakiness almost pays for the lifetime 
of discrimination and untrust that comes with the red fur. The killer 
good looks are just a bonus. 

_KAPWING!_ 

Speaking of killer, that shot was way too close. Come on Nick, time 
to get moving. You need to get out of Happytown ASAP. No cop is going 
to help you out right now, not that a single cop is even in Happytown 
right now. Probably all enjoying their quaint little lives with their 
quaint little families in their quaint little apartments. 

The 2nd street station was about two blocks away. All you have to do 
is make it two blocks and you live Nick. Maybe pick up a snack in 
Savannah Central on the way home? Nah, you'll just get pulled over by 
the cops. A fox sneaking around in Savannah Central at midnight? 

Yeah, that'll end well. Bastard will probably getting a promotion of 
arresting me. 

My orange ears turned towards the sound of voices. The group that had 
been chasing me was right on my trail, couple minutes away or so. As 



I ducked behind the ruined form of a car, a dull vibration emerged 
from my Tame Collar. The vibration served as a warning that my 
heart-rate was nearing the 'danger range'. And that if I didn't calm 
down, I would be rewarded with a lovely shock to calm my 'predatory' 
instincts . 

But I need to keep moving. I'm still definitely in Happytown, the 
dark and gloomy landscape surrounding me made that perfectly clear. 
This particular spot recently had some occupants. Brown paper bags 
were strewn about, molded food wrappers and a makeshift blanket 
perhaps made out of newspapers and cardboard. Beneath a brown rag, 
something metal glittered in the moonlight. 

A baseball bat? Nick, this is your lucky night. 

Picking it up by the handle, I repressed a shudder as the slimed bat 
nearly slipped from my grip. Besides the rain, the bat had clearly 
been touched by paws far dirtier than my own. Not that mine passed 
any definition of 'clean'. 

The voices were getting closer, and I brought the bat closer to my 
chest. My heart sounded like a jackhammer in my chest, and the Tame 
Collar sent out another mocking warning. What? Wouldn't want a 
vicious predator like me _actually defending_ myself? 

I had to make up my mind. Do I run, or do I fight? Flight or fight. 
The most basic of animal instincts. I've never been a fighter, not 
that my lean form couldn't actually fight. I just never had any 
training or real experience. I could maybe take one, but fighting 
however many mammals currently hunting me down was a death 
warrant . 

So I did what any self-respecting predator would do. I ran with my 
tail tucked between my legs. Ran like I had always done. Running, not 
fighting, was the sole reason I was still alive. Even the strongest 
nail can't take the blow of a hammer, so why get hit in the first 
place? 

The bat clutched against my chest, I darted towards what I thought 
was 2nd street. My claws scratched against the rough cobblestone, and 
the yells from behind my back informed me that the group had spotted 
me, and was giving chase. 

Darting between ramshackle street stands, my eyes scanned the horizon 
for any sign of where I was. Even a simple street sign would do. I 
was so distracted on finding out where I needed to go, I failed to 
notice what was directly in front of me. 

My left foot tripped over a stray cobblestone, slamming me into the 
sidewalk. The bat flew from my grip and landed in the street, the 
crash of metal colliding with asphalt echoed around the quiet 
neighborhood . 

Jumping to my feet, I sprinted forward towards the end of the street. 
I didn't have time to retrieve the bat. One false move and I would be 
toast. I needed an escape route, and fast. The collar vibrated once 
more so I slowed down to a jog. 


I caught sight of a large, run down building standing at the end of a 
nearby street. Happytown used to be the main shipping center for 



Zootopia, but not anymore. The only thing that's shipped out of 
Happytown now is crippling depression. What a twist of fate, the 
world has a cruel sense of humor sometimes. No, scratch that, _all 
_the time. 

The warehouse was my way out. There was no way I was going to outrun 
them now. Hiding was my only option. If I broke their line of sight 
fast and soon enough, they'll lose me. Another yell emerged from 
behind me, but I didn't turn back, I couldn't. Panic filling my 
heart, I began my hasty but careful trek over to the warehouse, 
taking the long way around a few nearby buildings so it'd look like I 
had gone different directions than where I was actually planning to 
go. What a sly fox I was. 

Approaching the decrepit building with tentative steps, I craned my 
neck upwards to get a fuller view of it. The front sign so heavily 
rusted it was to the point where it was impossible to read what it 
once said. Glass windows were broken, and no wall wasn't untouched by 
dirt and grime. The place was a stark contrast to the buildings less 
than a block away. Those of which were refurbished and had clean 
coats of paint. I was clearly near the border between Happytown and 
the rest of the city. 

My eyes wide open, I snaked through the still open barn doors, eyes 
darting about as I scanned for danger. The warehouse _had _clearly 
been a shipping storage building, given by the absurd amount of boxes 
and wooden containers that looked ready to fall apart if I sneezed. 
Walking around the place, a fur-raising sensation crept into my 
spine. Something I couldn't exactly put my paw on was off about the 
place . 

It could be that for a storage building, this place was incredibly 
_un_organized, it was practically a maze. Which would make a great 
hiding spot... or a fantastic hideout. Shit. 

Any trace of security I felt vanished as I realized the probability 
of that. Sitting down on the cold concrete floor, I had to wonder if 
the animals that had tried to recruit me knew of this place. 
Considering their proximity, probably. My thoughts going back to 
those animals, I started regretting the decision I had made. Not 
something I do often mind you. 

The group had mentioned that my particular set of skills would be 
valuable to them. When I said no to their offer, they tried to kill 
me . 

You know, standard procedure. Fox refuses your job offer? Just kill 

' em . 

As my tense and exhausted muscles relaxed, I wished I had kept a 
better grip on that bat earlier. If this warehouse truly was a 
hideout, and if someone came back to home base, seeing a Fox sulking 
around would probably be the death of me. Better just stay awake 
then. If it saves your life but costs you on all-nighter, fine. 
Glancing down at my battered watch, the worn hands informed me the 
time was 2:30 AM. Only four hours until morning. 

A groan escaped my lips as my head thumped against my curled up legs 
in annoyance. It was going to be a long night full of false alarms to 
be sure . 



As my eyelids began drooping on their own I snapped them wide open 
and chided myself. Nick, come on, you can do this, you gotta stay up 
in case they come back! You're a fox for crying out loud, a nocturnal 
mammal! This should be easy. 

Yeah, but just because you were something thousands of years ago 
doesn't mean you're that now. 

I let out a groan and put my forehand into my paws. 

Forget long night. This was going to be a night from hell itself. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Beep beep beep bee-SLAM ! <em> 

A gray paw connected with the top of the blaring alarm, silencing the 
infernal racket. A yawn escaped from Judy Hopps thin lips as the 
bunny rolled out of her bed, staring weakly at the cracked walls of 
her apartment. The digital clock perched atop her aged nightstand 
informed her 6:00 AM had arrived. Flipping the lightswitch near her 
door, the quaint apartment was engulfed in a blinding white 
light . 

Her amethyst eyes snapped shut reflexively, her vision flooded with 
vibrant orange light. Her eyelids slowly opened so she could adjust 
to the light as she silently walked towards the small mirror opposite 
her bed. Her reflection squinted back at her with a frown. 

Despite being the young age of twenty five, nine months of ZPD shifts 
had taken a noticeable drain on Judy's features. Small bags collected 
under her eyes, which combined with her noticeably thinner fur gave 
the impression that she was far older than she actually was. Her 
academy instructor, a large rhino simply known as Sergeant Hoff, had 
warned the entire class that this would happen to them, but failed to 
inform them just how _fast_ it would happen. 

Her body resumed the morning ritual automatically, her mind not even 
aware of her own body's actions. A feeling of sadness washed over her 
and she became more and more awake. She had come here nine months 
ago, sprits high and the knowledge that she, Judy Hopps, was going to 
make Zootopia a better place for everyone; prey, and predators 
alike . 

But that theory was shattered so quickly. Her first day? Meter maid. 
Second day? Meter maid again. Tenth day? Meter maid. Practically the 
most useless position on the force, and it was all hers. 

One benefit that came to her being a meter maid though was that she 
had become _real _familiar with the main streets of Zootopia. A not 
so happy benefit was that as she drove around, giving tickets to 
every poor soul she encountered, she saw even poorer ones. And most 
of those poorer souls fit into one group of society. 

The 10% of the population; the _predators_. 

The whole reason Judy had joined the force was to make a difference, 
not give out tickets to late grocery shoppers. But even if she was 
fighting crime and punching bad-guys, it wouldn't matter in the end. 



Decades of bigotry, bias and discrimination had insured that the 10% 
would stay in their slums. The Tame Collars were just the electric 
cherry on top. 

Doing the best to shake such mood-killing thoughts from her mind, she 
quickly got into uniform, put on her badge, and ran out the door. As 
she boarded the ZTA train, her nose wrinkled at the stench that 
accompanied the car. 

The train was absolutely packed full so she latched onto one of the 
dozen metal poles anchored to the floor. On most other days her mind 
would go on autopilot and before she knew it, she'd be at the 
Precinct. But not today. Today an emotion she couldn't put an exact 
name on forced her to notice details she normally would have passed 
over . 

Details such as how the tension within the car was almost palpable. 
You would expect there to be conversation in a car as full as this 
one. But only deafening silence filled the rumbling car. No talking 
apart from the occasional whisper among familial groups. 

Such as the rabbit family that was sitting across her. They kept 
warily eyeing a tiger that was sitting next to them. To his credit, 
he was quite nicely dressed in a formal business uniform and was 
entirely minding his own business, reading a book. He even had a 
friendly smile on! And they still huddled tightly together like their 
life was in danger. She shook her head, completely uncalled prejudice 
and judgement like that really irked her. 

A large amount of commotion caught her attention as a group 
consisting of two rhinos and a large hippo pushed and shoved their 
way through the packed crowd. Each of them were dressed as 
construction workers, and by the rippling muscles peeking out through 
their blue work shirts, no one was going to stop them. Well, no one 
sane. As her eyes followed the overpowering trio, her eyes caught an 
unusual sight for a morning train. 

Squished between two large moose was a fox. Foxes were usually only 
seen at night, and despite her nine months and counting at the ZPD, 
she had yet to hold a conversation with one even when she saw one 
during the day. 

The poor guy looked absolutely zombiefied. Head down, fur rather 
ruffled, eyes mostly shut, slouching, nodding off every few seconds. 
Giving him a glance over, he wasn't the most well-dressed or groomed 
but still managed to look rather handsome in such a simple outfit. 
Light brown slacks and a stained lime-green hawaiian shirt with a 
tie. Unlike the other well fed mammals in the car, the fox was rather 
thin. Not to the point he was emaciated, but not an entirely healthy 
level . 

As she watched him nod off again then snap back to attention, his 
eyes traveled over the occupants of the car and landed on her. She 
wasn't afraid of him, but his emerald eyes with that half-lidded look 
made her feel rather self-conscious. Was there a hint of a smirk on 
his features now too, or was that there before? Emerald green eyes 
stared at amethyst purple. She didn't know, but that's part of what 
had caught his attention. The amethyst clashed beautifully with her 
grey fur and dark blue police uniform. 



The other part being that she just looked different to him. Something 
imperceptible about her made her stand out from all the other prey 
around. It wasn't just that for a rabbit he begrudgingly admitted, 
she was rather attractive, it had something more to do with how she 
held herself. Sounds cheesy, but the best way he could describe it 
was that instead of the typical scared feeling that prey give off, 
and the depressed aura preds have, it was as if she was once this 
beacon of light. But the light is flickering now and struggling to 
stay alight. Like she was trying to stay smiling and optimistic, but 
it was a losing battle. She was a falling angel so to speak. It 
intrigued him to no end. So since he knew he'd never see her again, 
he didn't stop himself from staring. 

While the two stared at each other, the world around them became 
unfocused. Each lost in the others gaze along with their own minds. 
What was the other thinking or feeling? Minutes passed, or perhaps 
hours by how time felt to be moving, as they stood there like 
opposing statues. The corner of the fox's mouth twitched, the first 
movement in apparent ages. A genuine smile formed on his pointed 
muzzle. Whether it was a bemused smile, or something else was a 
mystery. The trance was broken when he bowed his head ever so 
slightly then found the near window to be quite interesting. Slightly 
stunned by the endeavor she blinked a few times, trying to rid of the 
haziness that had formed. 

Even though no noise had been generated during their stare down, her 
mind became quite noisy during the ordeal, so when the deafening 
silence of the car came back to her, she was even more bothered by it 
than she was before. 

_That was weird__. What about her could have caught his attention for 
so long? She wasn't that interesting of sight to behold. The city got 
over the whole "first bunny cop" news months ago so it couldn't have 
been that. She shrugged it off into the folder of "city life" into 
her mind and after several more minutes, got off the train without a 
further thought about the red fox, who had seemingly disappeared from 
the car. 

While the rest of the morning wasn't filled with awkward silence, it 
was no less of a drag. Everything was just routine. She'd walk in, 
give a courtesy _hey _or nod to the bulky rhino dispatcher who would 
sometimes respond in kind, but most of the time not. She'd report to 
the bullpen for her "assignment" along with everyone else, and lo and 
behold, parking duty. What a surprise! And how exciting, in a 
different part of the city that she hasn't patrolled since a week 
ago . . 

For quite some time, months even, she had kept up her spirits that 
she'd eventually get some meaningful work. Or at least _something_ 
more important than meter duty, or the most petty of cases and 
problems to take care of, like _oh no! Jimmy fell down a well, 

Officer Hopps, you're on it!_ 

She swore that it was assigned to her out of spite. Some unspoken 
rule about rookies and parking duty. A few months back she had been 
assigned to a rather "dangerous" intersection where there were 
reports of numerous elderly folk crossing the streets and of course 
causing even more traffic as they waited for them to slowly cross the 
street . 



Judy had never been more at war with herself. Simultaneously hating 
everyone for giving her such a useless task while trying to remain 
respectful of the elderly and her usual kind self. She had _just_ 
about finished the day too, when the worst of the worst happened. Her 
eyes winded as if death itself was approaching her. 

An elderly sloth had appeared. 

_No . . . oh no no no nononono . _Pulling at her droopy ears with even 
more vigor than she had been already, fellow mammals may have been 
afraid she was gonna rip her ears out. She sure felt like doing so. 

If you thought regular sloths were slow, like the ones at the dreaded 
DMV, _oh man. _You had much to learn. 

In the entire time it took her to walk the old grey sloth across the 
intersection, which must've been about two hours, one line of 
thinking never left her mind. _Why? ! Why in all of Zootopia would 
this mammal walk anywhere?! Taxis exist for this very reason !_ 

Her already thinning patience almost cracked, her mind screaming 
within her head. She had to resist the urge to storm back to the 
Precinct and scream her head off at the Chief. But she figured that 
was exactly what he wanted so she wouldn't give him the satisfaction. 
All that would do is give Bogo a reason to fire her. 

As she approached the locker room, she stopped for a second to gather 
herself. Taking in a deep breath, she did the best to put on a 
realistic smile. Not that she had an image to keep, but she wanted to 
return to her usual self. The cheery, happy go lucky bunny from 
Bunnyburrow with a dream. 

The mask quickly fell once she had her all-time _favorite _outfit on 
again, the famous orange vest that deemed you a meter maid. Walking 
up to her vehicle, the 3-wheeled joke-mobile as she came to call it, 
she repressed the urge to kick it over and light it on fire in the 
garage. A few facial muscles twitched from all the concealed 
anger . 

Several hours later, and several dozen citizens days ruining with a 
hefty parking fine for being late anywhere from thirty seconds to a 
couple hours. Days like this just made her feel _so _great . They had, 
truth be told, once energized her. But seeing everyone's response to 
the fine quickly got to her. She sat down in her car with a long 
defeated sigh and lightly banged her head against the steering wheel. 
She had just endured another round of angry protests about her 
" judgement . " 

If some lowlife criminal suddenly could appear and just need 
catching, that ' d be great. But nope, the only crimes going on right 
now were some of the comments the fined citizens were still tossing 
her way. 

Getting her jokemobile moving again, she continued on her way in a 
bit of a daze as her mind once more became occupied with thoughts 
about today's issues. No new thoughts had time to surface before she 
snapped back into reality as she realized she sorta made a wrong 
turn. She probably wasn't supposed to turn left at Albuquerquee like 
she had while on autopilot, because now she was in an area designated 
as "Happytown." 



The sardonically named section of the city was the remnants of a long 
lost era. And in an ironic way, Happytown had become the prime 
location of crime. Unless she wanted to tempt herself to do some 
_actual _good, she needed to stay clear of this area. Just as she was 
beginning to high-tail it outta there, a small, but bright glimmer 
flashed out of the corner of her eyes. 

Readjusting her mirror so she could get a better look at and slowing 
down a bit she focused in on what it was a bit more. She kinda wished 
she hadn't. 

It was a small group of what she guessed were predators, walking down 
the street in the opposite direction she had been going, minding 
their own business and holding a conversation no doubt. But one of 
them carried a metal bat, the object that caught her attention. The 
thought of what they may be planning to do with that bat sent an ice 
cold shiver down her spine, leaving goosebumps in its trail. 

Despite her duty as a cop, it wasn't illegal for a predator to hold a 
bat. She could only just watch as the group quickly, and efficiently 
made their way down the street. No doubt knowing it like their back 
paw . 

Granted all of them had that shock collar on their neck that ' d 
prevent them from getting their heart rate up and discouraging them 
from attacking prey, it didn't mean they couldn't attack fellow 
predators. They'd just both get shocked while going at each other 
like two animals gone savage. Shaking her head again for the nth time 
that day of an inordinate amount of dark thoughts, she quickly left 
the shadier part of town, back into the reputed "better part". 

She was ultimately right about one thing, they were not planning on 
doing anything particularly altruistic with that metal bat. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Authors Note- Hope you enjoy this chapter! It may have 
taken us a while, but it should be well worth the wait. Yell at us in 
the comments if something is wrong. Also, enjoy the few 'surprises' 
hidden within the story. See you next chapter! <strong> 


3. Don't Stop Believin 
_**Don't Stop Believin**_ 

The Rainforest district. 

Some would call nearly it a paradise with all the lush green scenery. 
There's so much healthy plant life it's often thick enough to 
_really_ restrict your vision walking around. Often more than worth 
it considering all the colorful flowers that would bloom all over the 
canopy floor, mixing in with the dark green moss that covered just 
about everything. 

At night the moonlight would break through the thick canopy with 
silver light reflecting off the water droplets in the moss, creating 
a dazzling effect similar to shining gems for any walking around at 
the time. 



On this night, a light rain had moved into the area. A faint drizzle 
was expected to last all night, and the gentle smell of rain filled 
the entire District. For the mammals living there, the repetitive 
rhythm forged a relaxing effect on the populous. 

Being one of the less industrialized or populated area, the district 
made a prime vacation spot. Many of the lakes and ponds that dotted 
the land were tourist hotspots, but on nights like this, all the 
tourists were sleeping happily in their overpriced resorts. Because 
of this, the area was a prime location for the various secret 
projects. You name the corporation, there was an office hidden with 
the canopy. Citizens would sometimes come across these place whiles 
out exploring the wilderness, getting in touch with their nature. The 
guards, often t imberwolves , would politely turn them away. 

One such establishment was on the edge of the district, far away from 
prying eyes. The rusted former military facility overlooked the bay 
like a watchful protector. Despite the slightly dilapidated condition 
of the building, the complex was infamous among certain circles for 
being tougher than it appeared. 

This particular one is a storage complex mixed with an old special 
projects division that was hardly active anymore. Most companies that 
released any kind of technology has been involved with this place at 
least once in the past. Always leaving behind a memento of their 
involvement . 

The borders of the complex were fenced off, with the occasional 
timber wolf patrolling. The main entrance gate had the usual security 
checkpoint, and the usual bored guard. Everyone carried a rather calm 
demeanor for such a well-guarded facility. Slowly walking around, 
lazily glancing to and fro, slouching, not really paying a high 
amount of attention. Because in all technicality, why should they? 
Nothing ever happened here. 

On the top floor of the building, in an area known to the other 
guards as HQ, an incredibly bored leopard glanced at various security 
monitors. It wasn't a huge establishment but for all their storage 
rooms, a lot of cameras needed to be in place to keep an eye on it 
all. While the job was exceedingly boring, the leopard knew just how 
important this job was. He was the guard's eyes and ears. Always 
alert, always watching. 

Hence his nickname. The Watcher. While it wasn't official by any 
means, he is more or less the 2nd in command of the facility. No 
official standing to that though, it was just whenever something went 
wrong, people called up to him via radio since he was always watching 
everything. Many of his co-workers would joke that "Big Brother John 
is always watching." 

Down below in the crew room, several mammals were idly chatting as 
their shifts were ending. Another day of nothing had happened. Well 
except for a wolf named Jack, _he_ was getting off an hour early. 

That _never_ happened. 

"You sure there's enough coffee to keep you lazy asses up all night?" 
Jack called out to all the night shift guards that were just coming 
on . 


They all laughed at that and it even got his serious ibex buddy next 



to him to chuckle. Coffee was the currency of the night shift. People 
couldn't survive without it. All sorts of bets were made on things 
like who had to buy the coffee beans, how long a certain brand would 
keep said person up, who thought what was the best type. It was the 
preferred source of entertainment. 

"Can't say for sure. For us probably, but I don't know about John up 
there." One of them called back. "He didn't do so good on the last 
few rounds of betting, he'll probably be scraping the bottom of the 
barrel! Watching a bunch of screens all night is _not_ like watching 
TV at home . " 

"And yet, I'm pretty sure when he gets home he watches TV!" Another 
worker howled out with laugher. 

After they all waved at the lucky two who were off, they returned to 
their chatter, filling the empty lobby with sounds of laughter and 
conversation. Ensuring for as long as they could that the building 
didn't sound like a graveyard, which is usually did at night. 

The two leaving, a gray timber-wolf and an ibex were considered an 
odd pair of friends by many. But it really wasn't that unheard in 
places like this where prey and preds got along. Many may be thrown 
by the fact that a goat was a guard for a military like complex, but 
most on site would say he had the most malicious looking stares. 
They'd often joke that that alone is why he got the job and if he 
hadn't, he could've passed for a librarian. 

It was all in good fun, simple friendly teasing, they knew the truth. 
The complex, along with other establishments under the same 
corporation, tried to not hold any prejudice against their employees, 
prey or predator. If you as a possible employee were a prey member 
and couldn't be comfortable around a predator, there was little to no 
chance you'd be even looked at as a possibility to be hired. 

To anyone who was once involved in any branch of the military, it 
just made perfect sense. While on the battlefield, it didn't matter 
_who _or __what _you were. You, no matter what species, had to have 
each other's back. You _had_ to respect each other. So therefore, any 
corporation that had any militaristic hierarchy upheld the same 
standards . 

This sort of ex-military holding ground was one of those places. It 
would be a lie to say they all worked in harmony. There have been a 
number of cases where they _weren't_ getting along. An elephant had 
once nearly gone on a rampage when she realized she was the only one 
on the clock with a Tiger. But most of the time, they all did, and 
that's what mattered. There was healthy contrast between them and the 
rest of society. _They_ were making it work in a city where even 
fewer tried. 

Still, laws demanded that predators had to wear their shock collars, 
and for the majority of predators, this wasn't an issue. For most 
hired, it was a dream come true. 

After a few moments of walking in comfortable silence towards the 
parking lot the wolf spoke up with a light-hearted chuckle. "Poor 
guy. Gotta watch a few dozen screens while a whole lot of nothing 
happen all night. Heh, what a job." 



The ibex chuckled. "Yeah I feel for him. It is pretty important 
though. When better to attack a place than at night, right? 

"He takes it a little too seriously though don't ya think?" Referring 
to the no-nonsense attitude the leopard always had about him. He was 
perfectly friendly _outside_ of work, just not during. Most of them 
have gone out to taverns before and had guys' nights out, and the 
leopard actually had some of the best stories. For just being The 
Watcher at work, that came as a surprise to some and not at all to 
others. After all, he did see all. 

"Perhaps. But he is our eyes and ears more or less. If anything 
happens, we're depending on him and he knows that." 

"Well yeah but not like anything would ever happen to _this _place. 

We got nothing of interest here to _anybody_ anymore. We're 
practically harboring technological antiques." 

"Which makes us a very interesting target for treasure hunters or any 
other groups of the like!" The ibex countered while giving one of his 
signature glares. 

The wolf, while the predator of the duo, couldn't help but shrink 
under the prey's gaze. The ibex's towering horns that were well above 
him and looked like they could impale him probably had something to 
do with it. "Well ... yeah, right... But as if those exist anymore OR 
would even be able to-" RANG! RANG! RANG! 

Both of them snapped their heads back to the complex. Instead of 
seeing all their co-workers still standing around having a good time, 
they all jumped into action and starting running various ways. 

To say the wolf was shocked would be the understatement of the night. 
Catching the ibex's eyes, which held more than a little amusement in 
them, he couldn't withhold his own grin. Irony was a funny mistress, 
"Yeah yeah I know. Let's go!" 

Snatching the radio from his chest piece, the wolf called for John. 
"What happened? ! " 

"Alarm triggered in B1 . Possibly false, but check it out." 

John had _JUST_ leaned back and taken a sip of coffee when the alarm 
went off. He had nearly jumped out of his skin. But unfortunately, 
his coffee cup managed to succeed in jumping out of things. Flying 
out of his hands, in slow motion he watched it turn over in midair 
and spill its scalding hot contents all over his abdomen and groin. 
Refusing to scream like a female, he kept his eyes and mouth tightly 
clenched as noises of pain tried to exit. 

See? _This _is why he never relaxed, it never ended well. Maybe he 
just had the worst timing of all and so did that alarm. . . 

"_0w." _Was all he allowed himself to say before opening his eyes 
back up and getting to work. Rapidly scanning the screens for 
whatever had caused the alarm to go off, the only movement he saw was 
the guards running to where he directed them. 


B1 was perhaps the largest store room in the complex, holding all 
sorts of random stuff. Everything from cell-phones, vacuum cleaners 



high-tech car projects that failed, exploding pens, they had it all 
in here. B1 was the official title, the unofficial one being "The 
Room of Requirement" or just "the garage." While just about the size 
of a football field, it wasn't exactly the ideal place for someone to 
steal something, more like to hide. 

The dual doors slammed open and three guards piled in, their Tasers 
and tranquilizer guns at the ready for whatever may be awaiting them. 
Shortly after all the lights flickered on, the work of The Watcher. A 
few tense moments passed where nothing moved, and nothing dared to 
make a sound, hoping to hear someone move out there, "Spread out! 

Find what tripped the alarm. Unless they can open and close garage 
doors without us noticing, they should still be in here." 

Each going in their own direction, the one who called out the order 
went to the left. He knew from previous experience that there were 
some more high-tech items in that area. No weapons, not that he knew 
of anyways, but some things that may be able to be weaponized like 
the aerosol dispensing system they received a few months back. That 
one in particular made everyone on site nervous for quite some time. 
Expecting an anarchist group to break in and want such an easily 
utilized device for something like a terrorist. 

There were more antiques than items of value in here. Devices and 
technology from decades ago that were obsolete like phones that were 
larger than a shoe, computers the size of a desk. It'd take a master 
in electrical engineering to salvage anything of interest from this 
place . 

Treading lightly along a path through all the boxes and crates, he 
kept his gun close to his chest and hugged the wall as he approached 
a corner. Considering the alarm was set off, and John hadn't seen 
anything, there was a high probability the culprit or culprits were 
still in the building. Leaning against a wooden crate, his heart beat 
rapidly, thumping so loud in his chest he swore, if someone were 
around the corner, they would hear it. 

It's clearly been too long since something interesting has happened. 
Shouldn't be getting so worked up like this... 

Snapping around the corner with his gun pointed at the ready, he saw 
nothing but darkness and crates at first. Then he noticed some paws 
on the floor sticking out from around the corner. He ran over on the 
balls of his feet, ready to spring into action in case the attacker 
was still around. 

It was a timber wolf guard, like himself. He didn't know who, but he 
was still a co-worker. Frowning he saw that his gun was still in its 
holster, meaning he didn't even have time to pull it out before he 
was attacked. 

"Guys, over here! Mammal down!" 

Holstering his own gun, he checked for vitals. A heartbeat, though 
faint, pounded back at him. _He ' s still alive_. A small amount of 
blood had collected near the back of his head, but not a concerningly 
large amount. No doubt meant to incapacitate him but not kill. 


As the others ran over to him, a low groan emerged from behind a wall 
of boxes. A cheetah bounded towards the area, gun draw. 



"We got another one! It's Mike, and he's bleeding everywhere." Mike's 
gun was holstered as well. Two stealth knockouts, they had almost 
caught whoever had come in. 

"Ey, Watcher!" One yells into the radio. "How the hell'd this 
happen? ! " 

"No idea! Calling 911 right now. Don't touch anything! First aid team 
is on their way." 

Once the team arrived and started taking care of the two wounded 
mammals, bandaging their wounds, trying to rouse them, and making 
them more comfortable until the authorities arrived, the guards tried 
to relax. 

Largely a futile effort though, there was still too much that didn't 
make sense... how did they get in? What ' d they take, or do? And 
why? 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Several hours later... <em> 

_THUD ! _ 

Alejandro growled as he slammed the sparring room floor with both his 
gloved fists, and sadly, only the floor. Half a second ago, there had 
been a _really_ infuriating bunny there. He'd just taken at least six 
punches to his abdomen and what felt like a kick. He winced as the 
pain caught up with him. The bunny sure knew where to hit. 

Quickly turning around to face his opponent he unleashed a barrage of 
rage induced punches, only for each to miss as she dodged and ducked 
under each one. 

Why did nobody warn him about her!? _It ' s like trying to punch a 
f lea_! 

He wasn't the slowest of opponents, or anywhere near the fastest, 
like a few of the felines were in the ring. He was a mule, a 
_donkey_. He was a bit like a mid-sized car, not really impressive, 
but not depressingly small. 

As she continued to dance around him, throwing attacks while 
continually avoiding all of his own, he could feel his cheeks start 
to get hot with embarrassment. There were quite a few of their fellow 
officers in the room right now, no doubt all watching the spar by 
now. Probably thinking things like "why doesn't he just smash her 
already? " 

Though unbeknownst to him, while some were thinking that, a handful 
or others were simply shaking their heads in amusement. They'd 
witnessed Judy in the sparring ring a couple of times, and each of 
those times had been memorable to say the least. For a bunny, she 
could kick ass. Literally. No doubt her experience in the academy 
forced her to become adept at fighting those larger than 
herself . 


Anger pulsated through his veins. Just wanting to end his humiliation 



already, he threw the hardest punches he could at the small creature. 
After deflecting the first two, she nimbly ducked and latched herself 
onto another one and jumped on and off it, launching herself towards 
his elongated face. Before he even wrench his arm back in, two feet 
backed by powerful legs slammed into his muzzle. 

All he knew was darkness after that. 

Landing and tucking herself in a barrel roll, before bouncing into a 
standing position, she heard a large body crumple to the floor behind 
her . 

She just kicked that ass's assa€ 

Not missing a beat, she turned towards the clearly shocked crowd, 
pride filling her body. A confident smirk flashed across her gleaming 
face. "Anyone else? I'm still good to go." While she thought she just 
sounded more confident than usual, everyone else interpreted it as 
malice . 

After a few seconds, everyone snapped out of their stupefied state, 
and all at once, like they were a connected swarm, starting moving 
again and went anywhere _but _towards the ring. 

Wasn't even the first fight she won by a longshot. 

Almost weekly, there 'd be friendly sparring contests going on in the 
weight room. Combat training sessions were also held here, which she 
was always more than excited to attend. While still dealing with the 
usual discrimination associated with the ZPD, she's been building up 
a bit of a reputation for being fearsome in combat. A few mammals had 
even shyly declined being her partner in a weapons seminar a couple 
weeks ago. Preserving their "delicate" wrists from being 
sprained . 

Not giving any mind to the few lingering looks, Judy walked out of 
the ring just as the donkey was starting to sit up. A few of the 
others noticed and ran over to help the poor ass back onto his 
hooves. As Judy removed her boxing mitts and mouth guard, an 
unmistakable booming voice yelled over the intercom. 

"All officers in the building, report to the bullpen at your earliest 
convenience. If inconvenient come all the same!" 

Hearing that, everybody murmured to each other and rapidly moved 
towards the bullpen. Speeding up her process, she quickly ran into 
the female locker room and changed back into her regular 
attire . 

_This is my chance! Come on Hopps, you got this!_ Wanting to see the 
possibility of all the good things that could happen, like her 
finally getting an interesting assignment, Judy started to smile, 
returning to her optimistic self. As she skipped into the bullpen, 
she saw everyone was already in their unofficially assigned seats 
chatting away. Even though there were a number of predators on the 
force, this was another one of those few places where most of them 
got along with each other. Instead of feeling any sort of tension in 
the air and being weighed down by it, Judy felt energized by her 
fellow mammals. As per usual, she hopped up into her seat located at 
the front, and stood at the ready with a smile. 



Sitting next to her as usual was a large grey rhino named McHorn, 
nicknamed Georgie. But Judy knew she wasn't welcome to really call 
him that . 


"Ready to make the city a better place ol ' buddy?" She said, holding 
her fist up so he could lightly "pound" it, which always resulted in 
pushing her and the chair back. It was a weird sort of morning ritual 
they had. 

Apparently he didn't feel up to it today though. Instead he just 
chuckled in a way that made Judy feel rather uncomfortable. "Sure 
Hopps, I'm sure handing out hundreds of parking tickets is _really_ 
helping that case." 

While the two weren't friends by any means, she wasn't expecting a 
cold retort like that. Her smile quickly vanished, her once fully 
erect ears fell down limp against her back, deprived of all the 
energy they once held. Wordlessly, Judy rotated in her seat to face 
forward, not wanting to pick a fight. 

A few awkward moments later. Chief Bogo, the ZPD ' s bright ray of 
sunshine entered the room. Although he looked more like a cloud of 
constantly disappointed darkness with his black fur and hooves. 
Glancing around the room as everyone pounded their paws and hooves on 
the table, their usual greeting of him, he grabbed the podium and 
yelled, "Quiet, QUIET!" 

Silence. Worked every time. 

"I called you all here in the middle of the day, not because I missed 
your smiling faces, but because Precinct 3 has requested our 
assistance in a case they received late last night. They did not see 
themselves as enough for it for reasons they'll explain. _I _do not 
agree, but the Mayor insisted on our involvement." As he paused for a 
moment, there were a few quiet murmurs in the crowd. 

_Precinct 3? _Judy thought, _that ' s the rainforest district isn't? 


"Now, assignments are as follows..." 

As he gave out the assignments, Judy felt her optimism returning in 
full force again in the hope that she'd finally get an interesting 
task. Bogo mentioned that many of the units and teams that ' d usually 
be assigned to this sort of thing were already busy, so it was going 
to be a bit awkward for everybody. Hopefully, she was one of those 
awkward units. But as the last rhino left the room and Bogo was 
starting to follow, she realized her name was never called. He 
must've assumed she'd just go back to meter duty without another 
word . 

Yeah, that wasn't going to happen. 

Judy started to shake as the anger in her quickly bubbled to the 
surface. She was generally a happy mammal, being an optimist as much 
as she possibly could. But this water buffalo, this stuck up Police 
Chief, was just doing _everything _in his power to rid her of that 
side of herself, wasn't he? He probably got enjoyment from the fact 
that _once again, _ her skills weren't going to be utilized in the 



force. Like some sort of pseudo power move. A perfect opportunity for 
her to do something meaningful was once again whisked away, like a 
parking ticket in the wind. 

This... this __bullshit_, was not going to happen today. That she was 
sure of. 

Bogo had _almost _reached the door when Judy's stoically calm voice 
called to him. "Chief Bogo, wait a minute." 

He let out a long and low groan. _Not again_. 

"Yes, Officer Hopps?" 

They've had a few pawfuls of these arguments already. Bogo was always 
reminded of how strong minded and willed that annoying little bunny 
was. He hated admitting it even to himself, but she sometimes held 
more strength in that regard than many others that were five times 
her size. 

But that didn't mean he had to like her. In fact, he couldn't stand 
the bunny. That calm, always happy smile annoyed him to the bone. But 
he had no idea what was going on under that smile, all the conflict 
that was happening. 

You'd think that after so much arguing he'd fire her. However, rules 
are rules, and despite the constant protests by the bunny, she never 
disobeyed the Chief. She would always put up an argument, but she 
never went to the point of insubordination. 

Surprisingly enough. . . 

Bogo closed the slightly ajar door with a sigh, preventing everyone 
else from hearing the inevitable argument that was coming. 

"I think you forgot to call my name out and give me my respective 
task like my fellow officers... Sir." 

Sucking in a lungful of air, Bogo tried to speak with as much 
patience as he could muster. Delaying the heat that would surely 
arise from at least one of the them. Still facing the door as he 
spoke, looking longingly at the escape he had almost had. "No I 
didn't. You are simply to return to parking duty." 

"That's just it. Sir, you _know_ my skills are at a waste being a 
meter maid. Somewhere surely, I can be of more use than _this_! " She 
motioned towards the orange vest covering her chest. 

"And what skills would those be Hopps? What experience do you think 
you have?" He inquired as he finally turned towards her. Speaking 
with far too much of a condescending tone than Judy would've liked to 
hear from a superior. The menacing glare was definitely not 
professional in any sort of sense. Whatever this was, it was personal 
now, _again._ 

"Have you ever been in _real_ combat? Ever had a crime scene that 
didn't make sense, like this one? Ever been undercover? I'll save you 
breathe. _N0. _You. Haven't." He said with finality, putting emphasis 
onto every word. 



"Because you haven't allowed me to get _any _experience ! I was at the 
top of my class, this isn't fair and you know it!" It wasn't like 
Judy to raise her voice, but this mammal... 

"End of discussion Hopps ! " He admonished in return, raising a pointed 
finger to emphasize his point. 

"Sir, hear me out. I could start small! Maybe talk with a witness or 
interrogate a suspect . " 

"That's exactly the problem, isn't it Hopps. Things AREN'T as small 
as you. What good would a little bunny interrogating a rhino do for 
anybody? You're not scary in the slightest." 

"None sir, they're heavily forewarned against having important 
matters being discussed between mammals with such difference in size. 
We'd be incompatible, you're right... kind of... like _you _and _me . 
_Just doesn't work does it?" She said with a glint in her eyes that 
cause Bogo to feel slightly unsettled. Was it mischievousness, was 
she challenging him? 

Bogo paused at this. Anger was still radiating from him like a black 
piece of metal left in the sun. But that was a damn good 
point . 

Refusing to let up, she continued. "Big and small, don't work well 
together, you're right. So if a small mammal is involved in this case 
somehow, a suspect or a witness that needs talking to. Let _me _do 
it. They'd cooperate far better with someone closer to their size. 

I ' d be starting small in terms of tasks." 

Finding his voice again, he decided to change tactics. She was right 
of course, but that meant nothing. "Don't forget who's the chief 
here, Hopps. _I _make the decisions not _you_. " Taking on a gentler 
voice she knew was a facade, he continued. "Forgive me if I was 
unclear with what I said earlier or I caused you any confusion, the 
answer is _N0._ It'd be highly unlikely a small mammal would be 
included in this case, anyways." 

Before she could retaliate again, he grabbed the handle of the door 
behind him and swung it wide open. "Dismissed!" 

Her mouth was still open, ready to come up with something in 
retaliation, but that was as solid of a dismissal as she had ever 
heard. So she did what she could and sent him the coldest glare she 
could muster as she walked out the door, maintaining eye contact 
until she was out. To the best of his ability, Bogo calmly closed the 
door behind her with a click. 

He would prefer to be in his office right now but there was no way 
he'd follow her out. That ' d be too awkward. There always seems to be 
an unspoken rule about after an argument or fight with someone is 
resolved, just don't be around each other. 

Bogo let out a breath he didn't even know he was holding. Dealing 
with her had become more and more tiresome. Two equally strong minded 
mammals butting heads never turned out well. In her nine months of 
meter maid duty, Judy had evolved from heavy use of emotion to using 
primarily logic, and logic was not so easily thrown away. He could no 
longer just say simple things and have them be accepted. 



He couldn't deny that as of late, more and more opportunities for her 
were arising, but she was just too small and fragile. The city of 
Zootopia was not for the faint of heart, and she still didn't seem to 
fully grasp that. Not that he cared about breaking her spirit, not at 
all. But when she first came here, she had hopes far too high. Far 
too optimistic about everything that it transcended the limits of 
what reality really was. He couldn't just throw her into the frying 
pan; it'd destroy her. 

But despite this, Bogo was very much tempted to throw the bunny onto 
midnight patrols in the predator slums. However, it would easier to 
just fire her than subject her to that horror. 

While it was often doubted, he _did_ care about all of the officers 
under his command. Granted, the amount of care usually depended on 
the officer. 

Outside, Judy practically stomped all the way back to her little 
office that was closer to a broom closet. He _always _played _that 
_card. The "I'm the boss, you listen to me" one. It was infuriating 
and she couldn't do anything against it! She wanted to kick 
something, again. 

Most of the officers had left for their various _important_ 
assignments, but not all. The few remaining that saw Judy Hopps on 
the way back to her office made sure to stay well out of her way. 

That bunny on a warpath. 

Unfortunately, there were still a couple of hours left until she was 
off, so she'd have to stew in her own anger until she could let it 
out in some form. Like kicking something. Kicking that ass earlier 
had felt pretty great. 

For the remaining time of her shift, all she could do was keep 
herself distracted by entering all the parking tickets she handed out 
into the system. Once she ran out of those she filled out some 
paperwork about her activities and some public stuff she didn't care 
about . 

Knowing she'd have very little to eat back at her rinky dink 
apartment, once the clock struck 7:00 P.M., she headed to a nearby 
fast casual joint. She ordered her usual carrot salad dish, not 
wanting to eat unhealthy, not that anything else interested her 
anyways, and sat in one of the corner booths, purposefully away from 
all the other mammals brought in by the after dinner rush. 

Her fork picked at the fresh greens, her already miniature appetite 
seemingly evaporating into thin air. Staring at her salad deep in 
thought, those around would've guessed she was trying to glare holes 
into it. If looks could kill, the bowl would be a pile of 
ash . 

Thinking of Bogo ' s use of the "I'm the boss card "continued to 
infuriate her. She was a fighter, a trier, but such a blatant act of 
discrimination poured fuel onto the fire. Added with the fact that he 
was clearly harboring an unhealthy amount of prejudice towards her 
because of her size. 


This isn't fair! This isn't fucking fair! I worked by god-damn ass 



off to get into this Precinct, and for what?!_ 

Not wanting to burst a vein in her temple from all the concealed 
anger, she finally couldn't take it anymore and slammed her tiny fist 
down onto the table, rattling the utensils. Thankfully they weren't 
many people in the restaurant, but it managed to startle a few of the 
workers stationed on the front counter. 

Realizing her rash and improper behavior, she looked around at 
everybody who was looking at her wide eyed and apologized. 

She didn't expect it to but that seemed to really help eradicate the 
foreign emotion, at least temporarily. Letting out anger wasn't 
something she was used to doing. Her fist tingled from hitting the 
white marble table with such force. 

The faint buzz of her phone brought her back to reality, having dozed 
off into thought about her behavior for a moment. Looking at the 
gleaming silver device, her parent's happy faces appeared in the 
calling section. 

_0h not now_._ It's seven thirty already ?_ 

As she swiped the "accept call" button, she inhaled deeply and did 
her best to put aside her anger from today and think of happier 
memories. Like ones involving her parents. And to ignore the fact 
that she was currently sitting in a restaurant instead of in her 
apartment. It wasn't exactly more comfortable there, but she felt 
more at ease. 

As their picture came into focus, she was greeted with their smiling 
faces, and suddenly she didn't have to fake it anymore. 

"Hey Jude the dude! How are ya?" Her dad, Stu asked jovially. 

"Hi Honey, how are ya doing?" Her mom, Bonnie followed up with. 

"Hey guys! I'm... doing ok." _Right, yeah, good start. _ "Been a rough 
couple of days but I'm holding up." _Mostly true. _"But don't worry, 
still making the world a better place!" A sheepish smile filled her 
face, not fooling her parents in the slightest. 

"What's givin' you trouble hun?" Her mom asked, concern always at her 
heart for her eldest. Her dad nodded as well, also curious. 

"Oh just, disagreements with the Chief is all. But really 
it's-" 

"Wait, is he still making you a meter maid every day?" Stu suddenly 
interrupted, jumping ahead, a tinge of anger in his eyes. 

"Uh, yeah... Yeah, he is." She admitted, eyes downcast. 

"Aw shucks." Stu said quietly. A dry smile appeared on his aged 
cheeks. "Well at least you're safe honey." 

Her mom added in. "Right? I mean this way you don't have a chance of 
getting hurt and-" 


Judy's head snapped up, an uncontrollable anger exploding to the 



surface. "Yeah unlike everybody else! Everybody else who is 
_actually__ doing some good out there. While __I'm_ riding around in a 
joke-mobile making people's day worse! I'm living my damn _dream_ 
here guys ! " 

Her parents simply sat there on their couch staring wide-eyed. Her 
outburst was definitely not expected; they'd had almost never seen 
Judy angry . 

Setting the phone down slowly on the table, she massaged her temples 
in an attempt to calm herself. Her heart was rapidly hammering away 
in her chest. She could feel herself get hot from all the anger. "I'm 
so sorry guys. It's... I've been..." She sighed, collecting her 
thoughts. "I'm sorry. I've been very frustrated lately with 
everything, including myself." She paused once more, looking out into 
the night fallen city with an expression her parents couldn't even 
place. "I'm going to go. Have a good night you two." 

"Oh... ok Jude." Her dad said, obviously forlorn about her abrupt 
departure. "We love you." 

"Yes we do." Her mom said. "Stay strong! And remember honey, all 
things will work out if you believe they will." And with that, the 
call ended. 

Judy sighed. _Yeah, sure mom. Cause the world cares about what you 
think ._ 

Looking back down at her salad, her stomach groaned in hunger. She 
needed to eat, but the thought of shoving another spoonful of salad 
was enough to make her sick. _I just want to go home._ 

_Keep trying, don't give up yet._ _But that's exactly what everyone 
has always wanted you to do. And Bogo sure is trying damn hard to 
succeed where no one else has._ 

_Gotta stop thinking about that. It's only frustrating me more. Just 
accept your fate... focus on something else_ 

Grumbling to herself and making her unfinished salad her new target, 
she gobbled it up in record time. After thanking the staff, she 
exited with an urgent pace. Outside the sun had already set, taking 
the warm temperature beneath the horizon. A breeze coming from 
Tundratown had dropped the temperature even more, and it wasn't long 
before the bunny caught herself shivering. 

Her apartment was only six blocks away, but after a day like today, 
it felt like six miles. A solitary aluminum trashcan about the size 
of her stood in her path, seemingly mocking her. So, she did what any 
pissed off mammal did. 

She kicked it. Hard. 

Apparently a little too hard. Guess she didn't really know her own 
leg strength. She _had_ knocked out a mule earlier today with 
them . 

The poor can went flying through the air, crashing against the alley 
wall with a loud and satisfying _CLANK_! There weren't a lot of 
mammals walking around this time but they few who were sent her a 



mixture of curious and angered glances. 


The can had crashed into the wall with a surprising amount of force 
and landed on some bottles and cans by the sounds of it, making even 
more of a ruckus. But she didn't care. It felt good to let out her 
anger again. _This is kinda addicting. _ 

"Ey!" Her already chilled blood froze as a gruff voice called out 
from seemingly nowhere. "I be tryin to sleep 'ere! Lemme alone!" 
Turning her attention towards the alley, her eyes caught a disheveled 
raccoon slowly moving away from her. The green light of his Tame 
collar glowed in the dark alley. 

"Oh shut up!" She yelled back without a second thought, not even 
bothering to acknowledge the poor creature. 

_Come on Judy, that wasn't nice. Keep optimistic, stay strong, things 
will work out eventually ... if you believe in it apparent ly__. Taking a 
deep breath, she tried to bring forth a more pleasant memory, like 
her school play back at the farm when she first brought up the idea 
of becoming a cop to her parents. They hadn't been the most 
supportive of that idea at the time. They were overprotect ive parents 
after all, so it was their job. But they had truly been proud that 
she was going to dare to be different and make a difference in the 
world . 

_That isn't working out so well now is it...? _The more pessimistic 
side of her said._ You just yelled at one of those poor creatures you 
defend so much._ She groaned and lowered her head as she pulled at 
her ears in f rustrat ion ._ I just want this day to end. . ._ 

Across the street, a pair of emerald eyes watched her in disgust as 
she continued walking. _Such a noble cop aren't you?_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Somebody once told me the world is gonna roll me~<em> 

_I ain't the sharpest tool in the shed 

From the opposite side of the lab, an annoyed looking moose called 
out. "Greg! Can you please shut that off?" 

Greg, an equally large buck, grinned at his partners annoyance. 
"What, don't like it?" 

The moose groaned back, turning his attention away from his current 
project. The pair were handling the forensic aspect of a robbery. In 
particular, a robbery the entire ZPD seemed to be going insane over. 
"We're professionals, not emo teenagers!" 

"Emo teenagers?" Greg feigned shock. "First off, Smashmouth is not 
for emo teenagers. Secondly, someone's clearly not an 
all-star . " 

"But someone is clearly your boss." 

Knowing defeat, Greg turned back towards his current project with a 
wave of his paw. Lunch. "Fine, fine." 



After a few moments of blessed silence, from across the lab the moose 
called out again. "Have you finished getting those prints?" 

Greg, mouth full of delicious greens, mumbled in response. "Course! 
Just waitin for the computer." Taking a swig of his wheatgrass 
smoothie, he turned back towards his partner. "You watch the game 
last night?" 

"No Greg." The moose just wanted to finish his job, go home, and get 
this damn intern out of his lab. "I spent time with my family, like a 
_normal_ mammal . " 

From behind a glass counter, a small screen beeped loudly. Turning 
around, Greg walked towards the computer. A large, neon check mark 
blinked on the screen. 

"Looks like we got a match." 

In genuine interest, the moose walked towards the computer as well. 
Whomever this mystery mammal was had caused a significant amount of 
work for their small department. Most forensic cases were handled by 
the main lab located at the Second Precinct, but from orders of Bogo 
himself, they had been assigned this case. "Great. Who is 
it?" 

"We'll I'll be damned. Garrett, take a look at this." Garrett, after 
rolling his brown eyes looked at the identity of the mystery 
mammal . 

"A fox?" He exhaled loudly, turning away from the monitor. "Why does 
it always have to be a predator?" 

"That's kinda unfair. It's not _always_ a predator." 

Raising his hand to stop Greg's protests, he walked back towards his 
current project; inspecting the crowbar found at the scene. "Oh don't 
give me that social justice crap. Just get the files together and 
send them up to Bogo." 

Not willing to argue with his superior, Greg raised his voice in 
confusion. "Bogo? Not Fangleton?" 

"Nope. The Chief of One wants this himself." 

"The hell did this fox do?" 

"Robbed something from somewhere. Whatever the actual reason is way 
above my pay grade. Send the file." 

Sighing in defeat, Greg quickly printed out the picture of his 
suspect. The mugshot was fairly recent, and he couldn't help feeling 
a tinge of sympathy for the poor predator. His fur, while a vibrant 
orange, was worryingly thin. Muttering to himself, he attached the 
picture along with the file to a plain manila folder. "Nicholas 
Wilde, you are one fucked fox." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em><strong>Hope you enjoy this chapter! Me and Stars have big 
plans for this story, so again, I hope you enjoy ! <strong>_ 



End 
f ile . 



